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Broken Dreams 


Author's Notes: 
My first post here, but not my first Metallica fic.l\'m shy. This was written for Trin (cobrasnaps) as she 
wanted something inspired by \"Alright\" by Pilate. | guess this will have to do! Hope everyone enjoys. :) 


Lars wakes up early, lays in bed for a while then goes to shower, has half a bowl of cereal for breakfast, 


doesn't bother with the paper for once, and goes for a run. 
He doesn't think, doesn't look, just runs until he finds himself back home. 


Huh, he thinks, and as minute as it is, its the first real thought he's had for days, and it doesn't stop. He 
opens the door, glad to be alone as he sits on the couch, sweat staining the expensive material, and he thinks 
about the cost of getting it replaced for a while. Something to take his mind off of other thoughts, but soon 
enough they're right back where they want to be, and Lars can't stop even if he wanted to. 


He tries to control them somewhat, though, keeping his thoughts to the past and not the future, and Lars 
hates that they're both as painful as each other. He sits on the couch, glad to be alone, and cries a little bit, 


then stops after a while and showers again, then gets in his car and drives. 
The trip becomes longer and longer as he avoids his destination, taking the back roads and getting himself 
purposely lost, and even just driving aimlessly with his eyes prickling and vision occasionally blurring, and Lars 


has to stop. Fucking close to home, closer to where he's avoiding, and after a few minutes of sitting and 


listening to Elvis on the radio, he grows some balls and starts the car. 

It doesn't take long to get there this time, and Lars doesn't even hesitate to climb out of his car, just walks up 
to the front door. He uses his key to get inside, knowing knocking wont do any good, and heads up the stairs, 
into the bedroom and onto the bed. 

"Told you not to come," James says as Lars draws the covers back over the both of them. 

"Wasn't going to. Then | remembered that I've never listened to you." Lars keeps his hands to himself, studying 
James’ back in the dim light. He's almost sure that James has lost weight, and he has to touch him to make 
sure. Wraps an arm around, feels a hipbone but still some leftover muscle, and its comforting to him. Lars 


tightens his grip and pulls James closer. Rests his cheek against clammy material when James allows himself 


to be moved and sighs. "You smell" 

"Thanks. 

"| didn't say it was bad” 

"Didn't say it was good" James laughs, low and grips Lars’ hand with his own. "You shouldn't have come. 


"Sure" They lay quiet for a while, Lars barely breathing as he listens to James do the same. They get deeper 


after a while, and Lars guesses he's fallen asleep, but James surprises him by rolling onto his back. 

His eyes are sleepy, barely open and not as bright as they should be, and he regards Lars with them. Stares 
for what feels like forever, and Lars stares right back because he can't and won't do anything else, and then 
James blinks. Slow, and his mouth curls into a lazy smile. 


"Shouldn't have come." 


Lars can count the amount of times James has said that to him on one hand, and he's pretty sure he'll never 
reach his second hand. "I know." 


| know you do." The smile stays there as James blinks again 


Lars smiles back, untangles his fingers from James’ and brings his hand up to touch a prickly cheek. "You need 


a fucking tan. Tan and a shower. And some clean bed sheets. Food. Sex." 


"Sleep." 


"Sleep," Lars agrees. "Probably the most important thing, huh?" 


James doesn't reply, just watches him and waits. Lars doesn't want to disappoint, so he leans down and kisses 
James. It's soft, slow and too short, and it's not nearly enough. Lars pulls back, hand trailing up and down 
James’ stomach as he presses lips against his forehead, his chin, his hair, wherever he can and James lets 


him. 


He keeps his hand moving, lazy strokes up and down, needing to feel James solid and warm. "James," he starts 
and doesn't continue. He doesn't want to go down that path, James doesn't either, so Lars just keeps touching 
as he rests his head against the pillow and plants his leg between both of James’. 


"Wanna hear something so fucking self absorbed?" Lars says when he's almost sure James is asleep. But he 
feels James nod so he quietly adds, "I'm scared shitless." 


"| know." 


He hopes to hear more, maybe that James is sure Lars will make it, because Lars couldn't be less sure. But 
James' eyes are closed and he's breathing deep, asleep with his lips parted. Lars watches his chest rise and fall 
as he continues to brush his fingertips against the material. He switches his attention to James’ face again, 
even if he knows it off by heart. Then he tucks his head under James' chin, face crumpling as he allows a few 


tears to leak out, and finally, he stops thinking. 


